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1VI155ING PERfON^^^V^ WHAT ^A?E? we 
ALWAYS INTERESTEC I HflVE NOTHING 



$^^'^^-flL^ I -VIE. AND I HAVE J OffFICJAL HERE, 1 / THE PACT REA1AIN5 THAT 



.niV ^ ^tf/i-'-J.' L ^"i* "'EA^ -J^n Talbot! 



EVERyrjAie the couNxe?? 

TANYA MEET? A MEW BEAU, 
HE PIMPPEAR? FDR KEEP$,„ 
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/'U GO BACK TO 
TM£ £AeiU AND ' 

S/Tf TH/NK tvmr 






STRANGE m waU 

^H£ tVANT£a MORS /(/$9£9, auT NOIv ' I NAff 



GOT :T0 RUN I 
l-I FEEL 50 
WEAK, 50 
HSLPLE95! J 
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8 WAS LIKE A CMLa /VOW UNam. 7»£ 
MCKSP 9P£U- 9M£ eXUOeo .' TNSN X 




fl 



_ 'UT Z LUNGEa ANP PELL- 
BEHINP ME X COULP HEAR. 
H£fi. LAUGHTER.. 




STRANGE llfYSTERIES 



I.' 



_ HJT OP ewi- mBLUf/G Mrs T»£y 

CAM£—c0ffP9ss H£Apep ^OR me 

30/V£ PfLS, eUT /=/K9r Of^ 

/^AN WHO MAO MU/KPSKSCJ LOi^ 

fiAcsp Hf9 otviv £>eA7?/ w/m a// 

£ERl£ ^CKeeCf/ A^ N£ FOUM? 77/Ar 

CAPA VER^ CAH KtLL . . . 
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fA7Sfi,^m I'Ai SOING TO TRACE THIS 
/V £2455.. l NERVE TO IT5 AflAJOR 

GANGUA ! 



WA'9 OV£R: 



ye?, 

■SIR! 



^C^TMNG /S Ca/A/3 TO 



/l 



fHS »g^^^ OA- /?0^ fTA NT O/V... _ 
ITW/LL SS QQOCS TV ?e£ ^fl 

''/?ose -wrnGfir/ /nAvee she'll \ 

^rOP ^TACUfi/G ANO AGAES TV 
AtA^AV ME /^/G*fr AiVAY/ ^ 



NO.' oH—/zosef 
AfJP X TNOUGHT... 



I'LL MARRy YOU 
ANYTIA1E VOU 9f^,\ 

ce>*Re5T! 



I LOVE you, 

9UT HOW ABOUT 



WARREN' 



f/OUAf 
WARRSN 
WALK9 



NEVER 
AO^>r\ MJND 1-^ 
WW '-'^ ABOUT \ 
ANOmSA Vi HiM ! 
MAN' 



r WON'T L£T 
NBA. <30.' r 
■ £ANT.' X LOl/S 
H£R TOO MUCH f 
GOT TV 
SOM£THfA/G/ 



WO 






Aiy RCSI;! 




/V£ <SOT TO G£r /?IO 
OF HERf GOOD mnC /T'S 
SO P£90LAT£ A/VC 

AT 7>/£ M^iP/C/li. 
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'pSAf^ECr fLACS TO M17£ A 
eOOY^ SNS'LL B£ W A mLLfON 

p/£C^! /Vo ONE d:Af^) /ceMTipy 



GOOPBYE, /My LOve! I CIDN'T 
A^EAN TD DO IT- BUT NOW 
Ve GOT TO WORRV ABOUT J 



Z ^HOULO PlSSeCT ROSS- 
'^:UT H£M. UP AT a/vcs 
.DANGBfiOU^ TO LBAVB N£f? 
//V TN£ £APAV£/Z PQOm .' BUT _ 



IT 



ET'S GET OUR OWN 
NO U5£ 
. DjSTURSIWG 
WARREN I 



i^PAVEfi.' 



veAH ; .1 
NeeC' A NEW 

ONE FOR TMe 



^mcLr:..'f g-got to ■sleepI 

.iAN'T KEEP MY EYES 
OPEN ANV kOMSER! 



"7 



^^^M£Y takS /^o5£-$ soay., 

WOWpgR WHOy ^HAWe TO CUT 
THE BASE ^ THI? ONE UF ' 

KNOCK.OUT 
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SHORT STEPS TO DEATH 



By Paul Oren 




IANE MORGAN watched the train puff 
away with a strange sense of desolation. 
Suddenly, unaccountably, she found 
herself wishing that she were back 
abqard it instead ,of waiting on the lonely 
station platform for Roland Bennett. The 
whistle of the train came back to her, a 
mournful sound in the deepening twilight. 
Then it rounded a bend and was gone, leav- 
ing only a paie wisp of smoke against the 
-duflky sky. jane shivered and gathered her 
tweed coat about her against the mountain 
chill. Really, she thought, if I had known 
it was going to be Irtie this I wouMn't have 
taken. the job. It's so lonely. So spooky! Still 
a job was a job, even now, and a girl did 
not get a chance to become the personal 
secretary of a famous writer every day. 

She heard the car approaching then. Its 
lights were yellow eyes glaring; at her. pick- 
ing her out of the dark. That 'would be 
Roland Bennett now. 

The car stopped before the platform and 
Jane saw. with a little gasp of annoyance, 
^at it was not Roland Bennett at all. It 
was a woman, an elderly woman wrapped 
in, a stained coat, her graying hair strag- 
(?;ling around a sharp face. The woman 
leaned from the car and spoke; "Are yoti 
Jane Morgan ?" ' % 

Jane picked up her suitcase. "Yes^^'vire 
you from Mr. Bennett?" 

The woman nodded curtly. "Put your 
things in the back, please. Mr. Bennett sent 
me for you. He is ill and couldn't come." 

The woman did not spe%k again until 
th'ey were well away from the station, driv- 
ing along a narrow dirt road that wound 
uo into the hills. It was fully dark nfiw, and 
the bare tret^a lining the road wene like 
blac^i skeletons. Jane could not reKiat a 
comment. 

"It's so lonely up here, ao desolate. Why 
does a man like Mr. Bennett live in_|ti de- 
aerted place like this?" ■ 

"i'he woman glanced at her sjiarply. "He 
has "nis reasons. Good reasons, too." She was 
silent for a moment, then added: "1 don't 
suppose it would do any good to give you 
advice. Miss Morgan, but I'm going to." 

Jane loi .t;d at her in surprise. "Advice?" 

"Yss. .Simply this. Go back. Now, to- 
night. Say the word and I'l' drive ynu hack 
to the station. There's another train in a 
few hours." 

"J»ne cnuld not keep thp amazement from 
•-.er voice. "Why on earth should I do that? 
Mr. Bennett asked "me to comp here and 



work for "him. He's paying m« a good 
salary ..." 

"I know all that." The woman drove, on, 
looking straight ahead- Her voice was harsh. 
"Just the same you had better go back.. This 
is no place for a pretty young gjr!." 

Jane shook her head slowly.. She -didn't 
like mystery. In fact, she didn't Irke thife 
woman. "No." she said. "I came here be- 
cause I needed the job. I'm not, going back 
until, and unless, Mr. Bennett himself fij-es 
rae." 

The woman's laugh was like the baying 
of a wolf. "Fire you. eh? Hah — he'll never 
do that." * 

Jane said: "Who are .you, anjVay?" 

"I'm Mr. Bennett's hou-sekeeper. I've 
been' with him for years, 1 know all about 
him." 

AHE^D OF them now loomed a large 
house, t)uilt back away from the road. 
Yellow squares of light from the win- 
dows showed Jane a great lawn dotted 
with more barren trees. The house was old, 
with many turrets and gables, and a verand^ 
running around two sides. 

The woman turned into a driveway atld 
stopped the car. She leaned toward Jane 
just before she got out. Her whisper was 
like the hiss of a snake. "If you won't go 
bifck, be careful. St:iy in your room at night. 
I can't tell you any more than that now. And 
don't mention this conversation to Mr. Ben- 
nett. He wouldn't like it." 

In the next two day.i Jane almo.st forgot 
the lieciijiHr bfhavior of ihf woniiin. Roland 
Bennett, lall and Handsome, with a mane of 
graying hair, kept her loo busy for specula- 
tion. He dictated for hours on end, prepar- 
ing one of the novels of the .suijernatural 
for which- he was famous. The title of the 
book waM The Gkostlij Oneti and the con- 
tents made Jane shiver. She_.thoi%ht she 
understood now why the writer'liveri in such 
a lonely spot. For inspiratioif^ of cours'e. 
Once, when she mentioned this, Bennett 
looked at her and smiled his odd smile. 

"No doubt you're right," he admitted. 
"It does help, though 1 never really thought 
of it that wav." He hesitated, then added, 
"There are other reasons, too. Maybe some 
day I'll explain them to you." 

All thi," time the housekeeper wgi tike 
a ghost arounii the house. Jane sa.w herein 
the halls, in the kitchen, always nois^ess. 
As if she were wajtins for something, Jane^ 



thought. Or watching! She decided, more 
than ever, that she didn't like Mrs. Simkins 
Finally, on impulse. Jane told Bennett of 
the woman's strange warning. Bennett did 
not seem surprised, 

"I should have told you," he said "She 
IS, well, to be frank she'a a little insane. 
Harmless, of course. I suppose I should do 
something about it, hend her to an institu- 
tion of some sort, but I haven't the heart. 
Shes been with me for almost twenty years 
now. And hete, in this wilderness, she can't 
possibly harm anyone." 

It seemed a plausible enough explana- 
tion. Jane would have accepted it without 
question had she not, at the moment, glanced 
up from making a correction. Her eyes met~ 
his and she felt a strange shock of fear. 
His eyes had a burning intensity about 
them. They seemed to , be devouring her 
piercing her through and through. The mo- 
ment wa.s brief enough, because Bennett 
looked away quickly, but the damage to 
Jane s nerves was done. She began to think 
that she liked Roland Bennett no better than 
she liked his housekeeper. 

Another thing that puzzled her, -though 
not in the same way, was the way Bennett 
walked. He was tall, well over six feet, yet 
he walked with a teetering stiffness as 
though having trouble keeping his balance. 
And he walked no more than he absolutely 
had to. Jane shrugged this off aa. just an- 
other strange thing about this strangest of 
houses, yet she felt that she would be glad 
when the job was done and she could get 
away, 

THE picture" in the drawer really 
frightened her. She hud gone into Ben- 
nett's study for a forgotten article and 
found his desk drawer open. There, in 
the drawer, was a picture of herself. As 
Jane gazed at it. wondering and fearful the 
realization, fame that it could not possibly 
be her picture. She hadn't had a picture 
taken for years. No — it was the picture of 
a, girl that looked enouRh like her to be h'er 
twin. By the clothes the picture .had been 
taken some twenty vears ago. Jane stared 
at it. feeiintrlittle cold shivers up and down 
her spine. Then, btsbind her, she heard some- 
one breathing softly. She whirled with, a' 
tittle ci:y. ■ 

"You've found it, I see," said the house- 
keeper. She was glaring at Jane. *"No\V put 
it back and get out of this house before. it's 
too late. Hurry, you. fool." 

When Jane still hesitated, onen mouthed, 
the woman went on. "Look, try to under- 
stand. It's not me that's crazy — it's Ben- 
nett. That's the oiclur^ of his wife you have 
there. He loved her — and murdered her. 
Ever since he's been looking for a girl who 



looks iilte'her. You! Why do you think he 
brought you here, out of all the secretaries 
in the country?" 

"No," said Jane. "Oh, no!" 
, The woman's eyes blazed. "Fool. I say 
.yes. I ought to know. I love him, you see 
Ive loved him all my life, even though he 
treats me like a dog. I know all about him. 
Listen, if I tell you the truth, all about him 
will you go then?" 

^ead .was reeling. She nodded, 
dumbly. "All right," the woman .shapped: 
His legs ..." ';'''- ■, 

Behind hfer came the voice of Roland ^ 
, Bennett. "That won't be necessarv, Mrs. ' 
faimpkms. She can see for herself. She.may 
as weH know now as later, since it really 
makes no difference. Look at me, Jane." 

Jane looked and felt horror sb\]dder in ' 
her^brain. Roland Bennett was a freak of 
nature. The face was the same, as were the 
shoulders and the brawny chest, ,but now he 
was only four feet high. His legs, revealed ■ 
m a pair of grotesque black tights, were the 
legs of a four^year-old child. He toddled into 
the room, grmning like some. infant monster. 

Jane shrank back against a wall, mouth 
open for a scream that would not come The 
man advanced toward her, waddling and 
grmnmg. "You see," he snickere'd. "Now 
two people in the world know my secret 
beside myself. It's dqne with artificial legs! 
you see. Straps and harness and aiuminuhi 
— and I hate them. I like to take them off, 
T myself." He stopped and looked at 
Jane. Do I revolt you. darling? Do' I make 
your blood run cold, as I say in mv books? 
If I do I'm .-jorry. because I love you, I'm 
go>ng to marry you, Jane. Af,ter' all this 
time, after years of searching. I've found 
the image of my beloved dead wife . . " ' 

Jane screamed then. "No! Please — let 
me out of here !" 

; Roland Bennett shook his head. From his 
coat pocket he took a large knife. His face 
was sad. The tittle legs wobbled as he came 
closer. "I Has afraid o,f that,"-vhe said "J- 
knew you wouldn't like me. So now I'll have' 
to kill you, the way I did her." 

• Jane closed h,er eyes, powerless to move ' 
waitmg for the fiery bite of the knife In- 
stead she heard a gasping sound, then a 
thud. She opened her eyes, saw Roland Ben- 
nett 6n -the floor, his shrunken legs beating - ' 
in death agdrty. From bis back protruded- a' 
large paper knife. The housekeeper stood 
over the dying man. looking down with eves 
in which tears Klistened. 

Jane ran, screaming, trom the house. 
The wind was blowing, but even over its 
din she could hear the wails coming from 
the house as 'Mrs. Simpkins mourned net -^^ 
dead love. 
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■( if'O.'M PEOPLa PfiAWN TV A 

' /^OA TMSm W THE LOBSY Of AN 
\ QRPtNARY aFf^lC€ SUILPIfJGT 
' P/MALLf TH&V KNeW-iVHEN (T 

WA^ rcO LATE- THAT lySV NAP 
I BEEN f'OK A 

I RMf^aSZVOU^ W/7M POOM.-' 



HMMM-FUNNy! THE 

IVOULP BE WAITING FOR 
Aie IN THE LOBSy! 
^AIP IT IAIPORTANt! 




mmi MYSTESiES 
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hey! ANysopy 

AROUNPT I'M 
NAIL5 *lAGLiW( 
r GOT A 

/v\e55Aee. 
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'hey, yOUl WHAT SQE5 ON? YA 
TRYING TO GO THROUGH THE 
ROOF CR SO/METHING ? TURN 
AROUNP OR I'LL. BLA5T 
VA,. 
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I KKOW'. I'LL GIVE THE CASE JO OLD 
KENTl He'5 UP FOR RETIREMEWT 
ANVWAVl WOW'T HURT HIS RECORD! 

AND IT WILL KEEP HIM BUSY! 




N0,lN5PE£;TORi I WASN'T 
HERE THAT NIGHT, JU'ST, 
THE nightman! 
AND HE DIPNT -SEE 
AMyTHINS! 




STRANGE MYSTER IES 

, MWfUM- VBRY 

STRANGE ! we've 

GOT WJTNE55e5 
THAT ^WOR£ 

qifperently! 



^AC> DACf 7Wf Bi//LP/.VS 

IS ^EARCHEO r/^OM TOP TO 



BOTTOM.^ 



OKAVi MIGHT A5 
WGLL quit! there 
<IU*r AREN'T AN/ 
BODIES TO BE 

FOUND ! 




huh! TH!5 can only 
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sraAHCE MYSTERIb 
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PGACePUL MERE, l?NT 
IT, PARLING? iT'5 good 
TO GET AWAY FROM 
BUSINESS FOR A. TIMEl 

TOO PSACEfUL.' 
/'M MAD/* 
H£ iVOULP 

ONLY o/ef 



-ANOTHER 
- UGH— _ 



A ^ATALEPTI^ 
FIT.' 



t-. jt. 




w5 Nore! reLUNG that ■ 

WONDER— /'LL NE^eA. 



P— PLEASE 5ENC 
^O/MEdNE AT ONCE ! 
MV H-HU5BANP 15 
DEAC! r- \'tA ALL 
ALONE here! 



QN£ AS£0 POCTOi^j. 
NOT TOO $aS£^ . 
MA/ZG£ GETS /^tVAY 
IT.' AND Tf^S 

v£/iy r^exT DAy.., 




4 .' 



J' 




KEEP THE ACT UP, 
baby! THEVRE I*ATCH/WG 
U^l HOPE THEV ARENT 
5iUSP1CtOU5 BBCAUSe WE 
BtJRjeO HIAl 50 SOON I. 



I FEEL. FREE 
AT LAST,' ?0 

free; 
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lAt MSMT 'in a 
HOTEL mo M, r^ARGB 
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Hold the Cros5,closc to your 
eye and look into gach of the 
se*en jewel-tike crystals. 
fo& eyes will glow- in re- 
newed rexerence . . ■ Your 
heart will otter a sil«nl 
prayer as you sCo clearly and 
distinctly ^ 

•7^e. Seven SaViaw4- 0| 

att^ ^&ied Moilm 

The beods are made of the 
finest cut crystal, colors 
gleaming black, coral P"nk, 
azure blue ond crystol white. 
Each Rosary package*! m 
gift box. Regular retail price 

wholesarcrs, only \J\ Uj 
JOLOLA SALES , 

BOX 496, BUFFAUO.^t. 

AGENTS W/AW+EO 
WRITE FOR DETAILS 





[behold its Miraculous Be^utyJ 

' JCLOLA Sales ' I 

So. 496, Buffolo. M.Y. \. ■% 

Sf nd ms C.0,0, ant Raiaiy Ctoii of Seven Sarrovti ■ 
Black _. Whiti; ' "l Pink nAiuie ■ I 

I will pay poslman on itWitrf $4.98 plui potMg*. ' 

Name -.,-,-..--.,^',.A-..^v.„.,f — | 

Addraii ., | 

Cily Pro». . I 

f you fncleie SS.OO -with thii e«upon«>e wilt prepay ' 
sli dtltTcry chargei. I 



NOW! heavier, stronger, better! 

The Most Amazing 

TOOL SET EVER OFFERED! 

Six Handy Tools in 1 Compact Unit 




X—^ I ' h t - oiafed 
4— >" ' d w a r i ' lor 

;|ectr;ca», ■OfK repair 
'5—2' <(Fowdfi*<!> *or sew- 
ing inachmB^ foaitcr, oppli- 



A SET OF SIX FINE 
. PRECISION T00L5- 

^11 fhc *ook yov need to- hjna'**ti^ f 
J , lix'it-iobs > but all ^ou owv - 
''y«v carry; iu^F OKE FtATHEkWElGHT 
(HAMMER! Unicrew the handle, out pop 

iiow multi-Burposc screwdriver*. Pf ofei - 
lianol rooJv but complete set on(T ft"' lon^ 
RvttPF^o*. Pc'fcct bgl?ne« IdcoT *a' home 
Lamner sport^^man, hobby''*- yvu'f 
n^M 4l scniatianal mail-order %at\nq-i 



Everybody's tatking 
about IT! 



SEND NO MONEY— Try ot Our Risk 

Ju>l liU in, clip, onit '"sX caupon 0» aitival at 
yout 6-in'l Toft[ Sot poy pQifmop on(r S' '5 plus 
I C.O.D- paitogc you ore no* completely d5- 

liqhrcd, rt^orn for lull refund on pu^ehosc price 



5 -DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER 
:^ MOLA SALES 



